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The ship that bore me broken ; and there came
Out of the waves* breach crying of broken men
And sound of splintering planks, and all the hull
Shattered and strewn in pieces ; and my head
Was as my feet and hands, bare, and the storm
Blew hard with all its heart upon me ; then '
Came you, a face with weeping eyes, and hair
Half glimmering with a broken crown that shone
Red as of molten iron ; but your limbs
Were swathed about and shrouded out of sight,
Or shown but as things shapeless that the bier
Shows ready for the grave ; only the head
Floated, with eyes fast on me, and beneath
A bloodlike thread dividing the bare throat
As yvith a needle's breadth, but all below
Was muffled as with cerecloths j and the eyes
Wept; then came one we wot of clad in black
And smiling, and laid hands on me more cold
Than is a snake's kiss or the grave's, and thrust
Between that severed head, weeping and*crowned,
That mourned upon me, and mine eyes that watched.
Her own strange head wrapped widow-like and wan
In habit of one sorrowing, but with lips
That laughed to kiss me ; and therewith at once
Your face as water flowed out of my sight,
And on mine own I felt as drops of blood
Falling, but if your tears they were qr hers
Or either's blood I knew not; 014 mine eyes
The great dead night shut doorwise like a wall,
And in mine ears there sprang a noise of chains